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it was manifest we were apparently in danger from
either issue.   During that night and the following day,
which was Friday, not a scrap of intelligence was sent
from the authorities in Benares to those in Mirjzapore
as to the result of the mutiny.   The suspense among
us all was frightful.    As the steamer was about leav-
ing the ghat for Allahabad, I thought my family had
better accompany it, and I would remain behind to
take charge of the mission and the native Christians.
Mr Mackintosh (the teacher), his wife, who was ex-
ceedingly ill, and his children, were also in the steamer.
Little did I imagine the imminent jeopardy they were
about * to  encounter.    It seemed natural to suppose
that the steamer was, at such a time, a much safer
place than the land; and if I were to be placed in the
same circumstances again, I should certainly follow
the same counsel that I did then.    I was wishing that
my dear family should be delivered from the peril into
which the station of Mirzapore had been plunged.    It
was with an aching heart that I parted from them.    I
knew not when we should meet again, whether in a
few days or not at all, on earth, as, while I believed
them to be in a measure safe, I regarded myself as in
extreme danger.   How weak are human calculations!
Contrary to my plans and anticipations, my family
were about to rush into the jaws of the enemy, for, just
before they reached Allahabad, the mutiny tfyere, with
all its tragical consequences, had commenced.   I shall
leave my wife to tell her own tale.